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fight. When they found that there was no shaking his
decision they got ready for the battle cheerfully. They
were tired of lingering on this coast, but a brush with that
big fleet would be interesting.

Next morning brought no reply from Cogeatar. The larger
vessels were seen taking positions rather more distant from
the Portuguese. Signalling to his squadron to follow, Al-
buquerque sailed right into their midst and anchored beneath
the keel of the Cambay giant. He sent word that he had
waited long enough and was told that an answer might be
coming any minute.

All aboard the Moslem ships were obviously prepared for
battle. The cannon were in evidence and spears and lances
shone in the midday sun. At the same time the galleys were
seen to move forward, and with warlike shouts they bore
down towards the Portuguese.

" Fire!" cried Albuquerque, and soon the fight was
raging. The big ships volleyed cannon-balls and the dhows
sent up a cloud of arrows. The thunder of the artillery was
deafening and daylight was obscured in blackest smoke. In
Ormuz panic and consternation reigned; women were
screaming and fat merchants bolting in dismay, while braver
souls stood by and watched in fascinated horror from the
shore.

The Portuguese, entirely surrounded by their enemies,
yet held their own. Cannon against cannon, they were far
better gunners and shot with devastating certainty. Where
the smoke cleared, the Moslem decks could be seen all strewn
with corpses.

The ship from Diu was sent to the bottom and the huge
Cambay vessel badly damaged. Albuquerque sent twenty
men to take possession of her. The ship was very high and
hard to board without ropes or ladders. Pero Gonf alves, a
pilot, with a sailor's agility, succeeded first. While the fidalgos
were feeling for something to hold on by, he lightly leapt on
deck, whereupon the " Moors " who had been hiding all
sprang out and Pero Gon?alves fought single-handed for his